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hope for his own peace of mind that he will have as little of the Tennyson about him as possible.
Believe me,
My dearest Aunt,
Ever your most affectionate nephew,
A. T.
During these years the Tennysons seem to have taken turns in going to London. We hear of my uncle Charles seeing his Cambridge friends in town. " Brook-field is melancholy and not fancy-free." " John Kemble is buried in Gothic manuscripts, and will only talk of Runes and Eddas, and of the brave knight Siegfried." Arthur Hallam is "as kind as ever," and Charles rides with him " through the beautiful Norwood country." In March of this year we are told that Arthur Hallam, Alfred and Mary enjoyed their sight-seeing in London together. They visited the Elgin Marbles, the Tower and the Zoological Gardens. They looked through microscopes at "moths' wings, gnats' heads, and at all the lions and tigers which lie perdus in a drop of spring water." My father would say, on looking through the microscope, " Strange that these wonders should draw some men to God and repel others. No more reason in one than in the other."
In July Arthur Hallam wrote to my father who was in Scotland:
July 3Ltf, 1833.
I feel to-night what I own has been too uncommon with me of late, a strong desire to write to you. I do own I feel the want of you at some times more than at others; a sort of yearning for dear old Alfred comes upon me, and that without